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University • Eliot • March
Quad Show Program

CLAUDETTE COLBERT
Co-starring in Paramount’s
“Bluebeard's Eighth Wife”

From Laughs to Tears
in 30 Seconds
Claudette Colbert tells how the
throat-strain of emotional acting led her to Luckies
‘‘Emoting to order” is a real strain
on the throat. That’s why an actress
thinks twice before choosing a ciga¬
rette. Miss Colbert says: “After ex¬
perimenting, I’m convinced that my
throat is safest with Luckies.”
Ask a tobacco expert why Luckies
are so easy on the throat. He’ll
undoubtedly explain that the choice
tobacco Lucky Strike buys, makes
SSho^That.

for a light smoke. And he may add
that the exclusive “Toasting” proc¬
ess takes out certain irritants found
in all tobacco.
Here’s the experts’ actual verdict...
Sworn records show that, among inde¬
pendent tobacco experts not connect¬
ed with any cigarette manufacturer,
Luckies have twice as many exclusive
smokers as all other brands combined.

WITH MEN WHO KNOW TOBACCO BEST- IT’S LUCKIES 2 TO I
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CURTAIN GOING UP I
by AARON HOTCHNER and AUNT ANASTASIA

Quad Club press sages
have sung and resting the
Fannie Hurst heritage of
the organization so often
that it’s about as fresh as
a rendition of Lincoln’s
Gettysburg address at a
Republican rally. And so,
thirsting for somethingmore romantic about the
Club than the fact that it
was born on a street car
back in ’09, I called by in
the old churn for Auntie
Anastasia of Eliot's key¬
hole department, and we
Aaron's Auntie
set out to pass a quiet eve¬
ning watching- Mr. Ramsay’s proteges rehearse for
the 1938 colossus. Unsuspecting- soul that 1 was,
I gaily entered the portals of Cupp I, 101, with
Auntie entwined about my left arm, chirping about
some bird who pinned five girls in the same sorority
on a single night. Yes, I entered the portals in a
gay mood. But before that fateful night was to
come to an end, Auntie Anastasia and an asylum
load of singers, dancers, directors, and musicians
were to change my blissful countenance into one of
Rasputian demeanor.
I found myself a chair in a partially shaded corner
and settled down to watch things quietly from my
vantage point. (Auntie had already legged after
some blond giant whom she spotted as soon as we
entered the room.) Things seemed to be as they
should be. Charley Kanter was at the front of the
room, his pink shirt opened at the collar, pouringout lyrics to “Only Dreaming.” Nice set of vocal
chords that boy Kanter owns. As I listened, I be¬
gan to wonder if any of the room-full of aspiring
thespians would ever see the light of the professional
stage. A lot of Quad Club’s favorite sons and
daughters of the past have shinnied up the bean pole
to bright lights and Broadway billing. Despite the
triteness, it’s true that about thirty years ago a bright
Washington co-ed named Fannie was riding down¬
town on the street car, toying with her transfer and
jiggling the tokens in her pocket, when she was
suddenly seized with a great idea. History does not
tell us whether she swooned away in a dead faint or
broke out in a cold sweat, but like Joan of Arc she
received an inspiration which was to mould the des¬
tiny of future generations. She had conceived the
plot and musical setting for The Official Chaperon,
the first musical ever presented on the campus. The
production met with such success that Fannie de¬

cided she would wait around for more inspirational
seizures, and between her Quad Club experience and
frequent street car rides, Fannie Hurst finally blos¬
somed into one of the brighter literary lights.
Then again, there is a similar tale to be spun con¬
cerning a dapper campus smoothie named Gus who
wrote the music for the 1913 production, Son of
O-Gun, and the 1914 opus, The Love Star. Now
Gus was a killer-diller when it came to bashing out
snappy tunes, and one of his melodies in particular,
Underneath the Japanese Moon, caught the public’s
fancy. It was the Bei Mir Bist du Schoen of its day.
Eventually Flo Ziegfeld got hold of it, featured it
in his Follies of that year, and Gus Haenschen was
on his way to the top.
I remember Barney Ofner’s rendition of East St.
Louis Blues in the 1935 production, Ship-A-Hooey,
and it is no wonder that he is coming along so well
in stage and radio work out on the coast at the
present time. Mary Wickes, who was acclaimed by
Broadway for her portrayal in Stage Door, was
known around the Quad Club.lot as Mary Wickenhauser. The present director of the show, Percy
Ramsay himself, was a member of tbe cast of The
Love Star. And then what of the ....
Eeoow! From the far side of the room came a
terrific screech. Kanter had stopped singing. There
was a blondish fellow with a frozen pan crawling
around the floor looking for persimmon seeds. Again
the screech. This time it was so blood-curdling- that
my chair tipped over backward, sprawling me on the
floor. Before I could disentangle myself from the
hardwood, someone prodded me in the ribs, causing
me to knock my head against the rung of the chair.
“Pahdon, sub, but have yo’ awl seen mah ten
dollah half?”
I wheeled around and found myself nose to nose
with a red-beaked Kentucky colonel.
“Your ten dollar half?” queried I.
“Playin’ innocent, eh suh? Well, we’ll soon find
out. Hey, Brooks! Come heah.”
The blond haired guy gave up the persimmon seed
search and shuffled over to the colonel’s side.
“Measure,” commanded the colonel.
Brooks grabbed my foot, the colonel whipped out
a folding rule, and together they tried to measure
the size of my foot. Somehow or other the colonel
got his hand caught in the fold of the ruler and he
let out a whoop.
“Whoop!” he whooped.
“What’s ze matter? Some one hurt my darling
ba-bee, non?” Some fluttering dame was heading
toward us from the far side of the room. Not liking
(CONTINUED ON PAGE 19)
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Leading a Double Life!
No, no! We don’t
Mean the gal!
We wouldn’t know
About her.
We’re talking about
Old Gold Cigarettes.
You see,
Old Golds are
Double-mellow
Because they’re blended
From double-fine
Prize crop tobaccos.
Really double-aged
(3 years or more).
And they’re
Double-delightful
Because they’re aly
Double-fresI
Kept that way
By a
Double-wrapping
Of Cellophane.
/ Two jackets
Instead of one
Double-guard
0. G.’s freshness.
You’ll find
Fresh Old Golds
Double-rich

CIGARETTES

In flavor,
Double-pleasing
To your taste.
We’ll bet
You’ll say . . .
Old Gold’s
A sweetheart
Every pack wrapped in two jackets of Cellophane ;
the OUTER jacket opens from the BOTTOM.

Like the gal!

TUNE IN on Old Gold’s Hollywood Screenscoop6, every Tuesday and Thursday night, Columbia Network, Coast-to-Coast

For Finer,

FRESHER

Flavor . . . Smoke Double-Mellow Old Golds
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CHEESE IT/
HERE COMES
FATHER f

WHAT a SMELLY PIPE! Mother
tried a dozen times to make dad
throw it out. But Uncle Ted had
a more reasonable suggestion. He
said to clean it well, and

POETS’ PAGE
SWAMP NIGHT
A miasma rises from the fen
As stirs the moccasin in its den;
While stagnant pools ’neath lunar
glow
Reflect the sheen, and darkly show
The track of a lizard across the sand
And the mark on a pine of a livid
hand
Where the lightning of yesteryear
has seared
A scar — but when the rains of to¬
morrow have bleared
This mark of the hand of God,
The grasses shall grow from a soft,
brown sod.
Insects shall then in dominion keep
The land of the grasses, where soft
in sleep
Is laid the chrysalis of the moth of
tomorrow,
While over all, as if in sorrow,
Broods the bat; and the preying owl
Holds sway from a bare brown limb,
and the howl
Of the loon is heard in the swamp;

NOW WE ALL WEAR GRINS. Fa¬
ther says it’s the world’s mildest
blend of tasty hurleys. Even mother
likes that sweet-and-lovely aro¬
ma. Try a two-ounce tin today.
PREFERRED BY COLLEGE MEN. In a recent
survey by Self-Help Bureaus of 25 representative
universities, students rated Sir Walter Raleigh
first or second out of 66 competing pipe tobaccos
at a majority of these colleges.

Tommy Dorsey and bis orchestra. Every
Wednesday, 8:30 P, M., E.S.T., NBC Red Network.

TUNE IN

As the drip of stump-water adds to
the damp
Of the night that is pulsating now
with life,
As the thickets grow strident and vi¬
brant with strife.
—R. T. Queen

NIHIL E NIHIL
Betsy has a coat with spots on,
From a leopard it is took.
Poor li’l leopard, now so skinless,
Oh, how silly he must look.
How’d you like to have your skin off
And to run around all bare?
I am sure you wouldn’t like it
And you wouldn’t be so fair.
Oh, the poor old skinless leopard,
He must hide him in a nook,
For Betsy has a coat with spots on,
Which is from a leopard took.
—Anonymous

r
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SWOPES
PRESENTS TO SAINT LOUIS WOMEN

An unsurpassed collection of exquisite hand-made shoes, de¬
signed by the renowned Dominic
La Valle. Featuring
VITA RED

and

Italian tan,

PARISIAN

BLUE,

the perfect accessory colors for
your first Spring fashions...
Priced at $12.75 and $14.75.
>w exclusive,

905 » LOCUST
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FREE! A box of Fife Savei's
to
Carroll Donahue

for the following snappy comeback:
Kindly Stranger: Son, did a horse step on your hat?
Hilltoper: Hell no, I'm a college man!

March, 1938

THE BETTER THINGS
Tuesday afternoons—Jessie B. Chamberlain con¬
tinues her art talks on Centuries and Parallels. The
Museum’s collection of western and oriental art pro¬
vides the examples. Art Museum, 2 :30.
Every weekday at 4:15. Washington University’s
own radio programs. Fifteen-minute talks by promi¬
nent members of the faculty on material not usually
covered in the classroom. If you happen to be on
the campus at the time, Brown 118 has a radio for
you. On KSD.
Every Thursday from 5 to 7. Mortar Board tea
dances at the Women’s Building. The dime you pay
to get in goes into a fund to help pay for the dreamed-of Washington University Union Building. A
chance to do your bit and have a good time doing it.
Until March 20—Exhibition of paintings by
American artists at the Art Museum.
March 11-12—St. Louis Symphony Society pre¬
sents Arthur Schnabel.
March 13—Marian Anderson, American Negro
Contralto, sings at the Municipal Auditorium, 3 :30
p. m.

SHE: Have you tried the Big Apple? It’s really breath-taking 1
H E: Say, when I want to take my breath away, I eat Life Savers 1

March 14-21—Walter Hampden behind the foot¬
lights at the American. This time the “first gentle¬
man of the stage” plays the lead in Edith Wharton’s
Ethan Frome.
March 18 —Thyrsus Workshop presents Shake¬
speare’s Merchant of Venice, Brown Auditorium.
March 18—Nelson Eddy, “America’s favorite
artist,” in recital at the Municipal Auditorium, 8 :00
p. m.

MORAL

Everybody’s breath offends some¬
times. Let Cryst-O-Mint keep
yours sweet after eating, drink¬
ing or smoking.

What is the best joke that you heard on the
campus this week?
Send it in to your editor. You may wisecrack your¬
self into a free box of Life Savers!
For the best line submitted each month by one of
the students, there will be a free award of an attractive
cellophane-wrapped assortment of all the Life Saver
flavors.
Jokes will be judged by the editors of this publica¬
tion. The right to publish any or all jokes is reserved.
Decisions of the Editors will be final. The winning wise¬
crack will be published the following month along with
the lucky winner's name.

March 18-19—St. Louis Symphony Society pre¬
sents Lohengrin in concert form.
March 21-27—Helen Hayes returns to St. Louis
in Victoria Regina. At the American.
March 22 at 4:30. Eliot literary salon. Tea will
be served (if Hatchet will lend its electric grill).
Music by the Hatchet radio. At the office, 17 Brook¬
ings Basement. Do come and bring 1. contributions
to Eliot, 2. contributions which have been rejected
so that you may learn how to get your next opus
into print, 3. things you’re too timid to contribute
so that the Eliot staff may employ its perfectly de¬
lightful methods of persuasion, 4. brickbats and
bouquets, 5. cookies to go with the (hoped-for) tea.
March 24 through April 6—The Little Theatre
presents The Young Elisabeth, $250 prize award
play by Princess Amelie Troubitzkoy. At the Little
Theatre, Union and Enright.
March 25-26—“Gala closing, concerts” of St.
Louis Symphony Orchestra.

February, 1938
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Museum’s annual American Ex¬
hibition, the Art Museum’s travel¬
ling show, and the Artists’ Guild
exhibition of drawings, for win¬
ning a gold medal as a member of
the St. Louis championship wo¬
men’s fencing team, and for doing
this month’s ultra-smart Eliot
cover—all in one month. A twen¬
ty-eight day month at that.
Bear Fish Back
Please turn to page 22 ...

before you tear up this Eliot
into curl 'papers. There’s a good
story with a good illustration back
there. Take it easy now. Don’t
glare at us. We didn’t bury these
things out of ill-feeling toward
Smith and Neuwoehner. By no
means. We like those boys, and
we like their stuff. It’s the nasty
old advertisers who’re responsible.
Their contracts just insist on good
positions for their ads. You see,
George’s story begins on one of
our pages which are printed in
New York. We instructed the
New York printer to put “Alma
Mater Taken for a Ride” in a
good spot next to the Quad Show
candids, but the wretch dug up a
clause in an advertising contract
which put an ad in that spot, and,
twenty-two being his favorite
number (he finished high school
at twenty-two, and he met Mazie
at Coney Island on August 22),
he stuck George and Hi back
where they’re just barely in our
book at all.
(Editors’ note: Please patronize
our advertisers; after all, if it
weren’t for them there would be'
no Eliot.) (Special note to adver¬
tisers : we were only joking, fel¬
lows. Ha, ha.)
March Court of Honor
First Honors to—

Every Single Person who had
anything to do with “One for the
Money” (a complete list of names
appears on pages 12 and 13). But
especially, we feel, to the grown¬
up experts such as Director Percy
Ramsay, Faculty Adviser Dana O.
Jensen, Orchestra Leader Norman

Falkenhainer, and the others, who
have spent so many hours working
on Quad Show when they might
have been playing bridge or read¬
ing detective stories. Of course,
there’s a bare possibility that
they’re the type of people who’d
rather put on a musical comedy
than make a grand slam or spot
dear old Mrs. Van Gildersleeve as
the murderer. Well, if they are—
why, double honors to them for
being that kind of people!
Photographer Dave Boyd for tak¬
ing, developing, and printing
Eliot’s swell batch of Quad Show
photos in one night. You see, un¬
expectedly we had too few “One
for the Money” shots which suited
our purposes. The engraver had to
have all our pictures next day. We
asked Dave’s advice. He said, of
course there was nothing to do but
do the whole job of picture taking
and making in one night. What’s
more, he did the job. And, what’s
really astounding, he turned out
the classy sort of work we’d expect
him to do in unlimited time.
Associate Editor Martyl Schweig
for being represented in the Art

Please notice the head on this
note. It is the type of head any
self-respecting sports writer of
1938 would write to inform the
reader that the W. U. swimming
team has returned from a trip.
And the significance of this fact is
epoch-making. It means that
swimming teams “have arrived,”
“belong,” are clearly within the
pale. For not until a team has ar¬
rived is it accorded the honor by
sports scribes of never being re¬
ferred to by name. The editor of
a sports page would be struck dead
willingly if ever the unutterable
term “football team” should ap¬
pear in his columns; only such ap¬
pellations as “gridders, Conzelmen, powerhouse” may be exposed
to the profane eye of the million.
In contrast, fencing teams (which,
with all their virtues, simply do
not “belong”) are never carefully
referred to as “toilers, mask-andpad men, D’Artagnans, or what
not.”
It should be explained further
that sports page recognition isn’t
of real significance until it is fairly
(Continued on page 24)
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"HOW WE DONE IT"
hy RALPH BRADSHAW

These Eliot folks are swell
to work for, really. When
you do an article for their
magazine, that is exactly
what you do do—the ar¬
ticle. All the rest of the
work and worry down to
the last detail, is handled by
the staff, and very capably
handled too. Take the mat¬
ter of titles. A couple of
Ralph Bradshaw
weeks ago several of us
were talking about the
Quad Show issue of Eliot and decided that I should
do some kind of story on the origin of the show.
“You know,” they said, “a history of One For
The Money, what happened while you and Beckemeier were writing it, and all that.” A lot hap¬
pened while we were writing it (it took us a year
and a half), but we won’t go into that here. I said
sure I’d do it, and promptly forgot about the whole
thing for two weeks. You know how those things
are: at least, you do if you know me. The next thing
I knew the February Eliot was advertising, among
other “features” of the next issue, an article called
“How We Done It” with my name in the by-line.
They had picked a title for me; all I had to do was
write the article. Please don’t get me wrong; I like
the title. It has lots of zip, punch, and reader-appeal,
lots more than I’d ever get into a title. You will
notice, however, that there is a slight ungrammatical
quality about it, so please bear in mind that said
quality is not the work of the author of this piece
and should be allowed to cast no reflection upon his
spotless reputation as a grammarian. Besides I am
not at all sure that I can remember “how we done
it.”
It all began two years ago when Augie and I went
to see Come and Get It, the Quad Club production
for 1936. “We could do better ourselves,” we said,
half-way serious. Our fraternity brothers were all
for the idea, as there had been no Sig Eps in Quad
Club for three years. We agreed that we would do
something about it when school was out, and there
matters' rested until one afternoon in mid-June.
Augie came over to the house where I was sleep¬
ing peacefully on the sofa and woke me, or maybe
he wakened me (I remember that he disturbed my
nap). “Let’s get started,” he said, with entirely too
much energy for the middle of June. “Fine,” I
said, “you go ahead and get started on the tunes.
I’ll begin the book to-morrow.” And I tried to get
back into the dream he had interrupted, but he

banged on the piano until
there was nothing left to do
but get up. Now, you see,
if you don’t like the show,
blame it on Beckemeier.
We started cold. Neither
of us knew a thing about
musical comedy, nor about
the Quad Club budget and
all the other things that en¬
ter in. Augie had been
Augie Beckemeier
playing music most of his
life and had done some ex¬
perimenting with composition. I had written a few
short stories, very few. That afternoon we went over
a plot idea that I had sketched out during some of
the drier lectures before finals, and picked out spots
for about eight or nine tunes. Augie went home
and wrote the tunes, and I did the book in the next
two weeks. Then we got together again and started
on the lyrics, which we finally completed after a
month and a half of agony. The last thing we did
was to tack on a title (never mind what it was—
not One For The Money, however). Then we sub¬
mitted our show, barely getting it in by the dead¬
line, and waited.
At this point we were reasonably sure we had a
better show than the one we’d seen the previous
spring. We had heard that Mead, Fleischer and
Speakes had a new show that was a “honey”, and,
quite frankly, we didn’t expect to win. Well, we
didn’t, but we learned a lot. The judges showed us
our weaknesses: some of the tunes, the length and
construction of the book, and, worst of all, the
lyrics.
Last summer we started the rewrite job,-this time
with knowledge of what was wanted, what the bud¬
get would permit, and what talent was available.
I tore the book apart, saved a few of the pieces, and
wrote a new one. We cut a lot of the dialogue, timed
the numbers with more care, and replaced a few
characters. I had two gangsters in the original
script. Percy Ramsay swore he wouldn’t have gang¬
sters again; he’d had them for three years, and
“G” is for Grandma topped them all with six thugs.
The gangsters, therefore, promptly became the lun¬
atics of One for the Money. Beckemeier wrote eight
new tunes and kept five of the old ones. We kept
two of the original lyrics—those for “When Stars
Forget to Shine”, the only number in the show car¬
ried over without a change of any kind, and those
for one of the chorus numbers. (In passing, it might
(Continued on page 19)
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COCKFIGHT
by RICHARD ALLEN CLARK

C

are lined up on each side of the street for more
than a block. I look at my watch as I enter the bar.
It is nearly twelve o’clock. Jimmy is standing at the front
door greeting everyone who comes in. He politely and
good-naturedly questions all strangers. If no one he knows
will vouch for them, he asks them to leave. Big Mike,
who operates the shooting gallery, is lounging against the
wall beside the door. Mike isn’t at all timid about forcing
strangers to leave.
Outside it is cold, but in here it is hot and moist. Peo¬
ple are standing three deep against the bar. The buzz of
conversation and laughter is heavy in the thick air.
“Have I very long to wait, Jimmy?” I ask.
“Be about half an hour yet, I guess,” he answers. “Big¬
gest crowd I ever had here, tonight. Better go on in and
find a place where you can see.”
Jimmy is the proprietor of the “Log House” and the
man who runs the show. I go through the crowd to the
dining room at the back of the building. The dining room
is dimly lighted. At one end “The Collegians,” a four
piece colored orchestra under the direction of Mississippi
Jackson, swings “Marie” in a lackadaisical fashion. Mis¬
sissippi sings raucously and exhorts perspiring couples to
“Truck on down theah, Sistah Aimee.” Every table is
practically filled, but I find a vacant chair in a corner
near a radiator. I luckily get the attention of a waitress
and order two bottles of beer, for I know that soon it
will be impossible to get anything through the crowd. The
place is jammed, and more people are coming in all the
time, all in answer to a postcard sent out by Jimmy which
bears the legend “Big Special Floor Show—Friday, Dec.
3, The Log House.”
I sit and drink my beer. About twelve-thirty the music
stops and the floor is cleared. An oldish looking fellow in
dirty overalls comes in and replaces the dim lights in the
center chandelier with two enormous bulbs. Even through
the thick haze of smoke the light is blinding. He quickly
turns the new bulbs and goes out, taking his chair with
him. In semi-darkness Mississippi Jackson croaks “Blues
in My Heart,” and couples weave around the crowded
floor.
Jimmy comes in and closes and locks all the windows
pulling down the shades too.
“To keep out the night air,” he explains to those by the
windows, but everyone knows better.
Jimmy goes out and the old fellow in the overalls re¬
turns carrying a rolled up carpet. The Collegians cease
their relentless racket, couples leave the floor, and one of
Mississippi’s boys helps the old fellow unroll the carpet
in the center of the floor.
Over a screechy public address system Mississippi Jackson is squawking, “You have been entertained, ladies and
gentlemen by the danceable syncopatin’ rhythms of The
ars

Collegians with the vocal choruses by yours truly, Mis¬
sissippi Jackson, your master of ceremonies. I thank you.
And now ladies and gentlemen we take pleasure in pre¬
sentin’ our big special floor show—the cock fight. I thank
you.” He stops for sporadic applause and then, “You will
please do no bettin’ and if you do, do it right among your¬
selves at your own table.”
Afterwards Jimmy explains to me that as a result of
some hasty bets he had three hospital cases one night and
it cost him a good bit of money to keep his liquor license
from being revoked. Now he is taking no chances by
handling bets.
The front door is locked and the lights at the bar are
turned out. Everybody crowds into the dining room. The
big lights are turned on and the room becomes almost un¬
bearably hot and stuffy in the glaring light. Jimmy puts a
chair at each corner of the carpet and asks four members
of the audience to sit in the chairs. Each person is asked
to hold the corner of a wooden frame around which is
stretched a cloth about a yard high. This forms a pit
which is about nine feet wide by twelve feet long. All
this time the piano tinkles and the drums shuffle monot¬
onously on. Jimmy steps to the center of the pit and asks
for three men to volunteer as judges. Two accept at once
but no one offers to be the third. This is the first fight of
the season and most of the crowd has never seen a fight
before. They are backward about judging something they
know nothing about. Jimmy goes from table to table at
the edge of the pit.
“I need another judge,” he says. “Will you? Come on
young man, will you? How about you mister?”
He stops at another table and asks the question.
“Sure Gus’ll do it,” laughs the girl at the table. “Go
on Gus.”
“I don’t know nothing about judging cock fights,” says
Gus.
“That’s all right, Gus,” answers Jimmy. “Just tell me
which bird you think was the best.”
“Yea for Gus,” laughs the crowd.
“And now folks,” Jimmy raises his voice in imitation
of a ring announcer and as he steps to the center of the
floor, Mississippi Jackson hushes his musicians, “we have
the three judges and we’ll get under way with tonight’s
bouts.”
He pauses momentarily to consult a card he holds in
his hand as two birds are brought in from a back room by
their trainers. They take opposite corners of the ring. All
eyes as they look around the room, and struggle to get
loose.
“In this corner,” calls Jimmy, “we have Cass Henry
of Valley Park. And in this corner we have Gill McCrack¬
en. Also of Valley Park. Ladies and gentlemen, both
(Continued on page 18)
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BRISTLE BITTERNESS
by BORIS "LENINGRAD” MACKLER

F

correspondents, newspaper editorial writers,
speakers, political men, in fact everyone who airs his
views to a public, even if that public may be only his eversuffering wife, has expressed his opinions on the so called
European situation. But they have all taken the wrong
slant on the whole thing, and it is high time I straightened
this matter out.
Here is the present set-up. All Europe is divided up
into two teams. These two teams are the Reds and the
Blacks, just as on a checker board. The Reds believe in
Communism which is a form of government that can be
easily explained. It is so simple that any reputable text
on the subject will give you the explanation, so I will not
bother with it. The Blacks are the Fascists. (This team
is really multicolored, having Black, Brown, Blue, Silver,
and Purple among its players, and all these colors make it
pretty difficult to keep up with them.) The Blacks, as we
shall call them to simplify things, also have an idea of
government. Now we shall list the star men from each
side and show you why these two teams are so strongly
opposing each other.
Starting with one man, Karl Marx, we find the Reds
(and Pinks—or Socialists—not so violent as the Reds) be¬
coming more and more numerous. Karl, or Sugar as his
wife called him, wrote a book. I do not remember the
name of it, but it wasn’t “Gone with the Wind.” At first
the publishers didn’t want to print his book, and the public
thought that it was something that wouldn’t pass the
censors. So, when the book was finally printed, it was
bought in gross lots. It reached thousands of homes, and
some people read past the first page. Hence the doctrines
of Sugar, or Karl, were spread about and pretty soon be¬
came sort of a hue and cry with some of the populace of
Europe. Karl wore a beard. Offhand this does not seem
to be of much significance but it has everything to do with
the situation. It might be said that the beard started off
the whole works. We come now to the present leader who
follows Marx.
Nicolai Piniev Gregory Dmitri Ivan Boris et s.equentia,
called Stalin by the boys in the saloon off Red Square, is
the present leader of the Russian people. All Russia and
Siberia, a total area of quite a few miles and inhabited by
millions of souls, take orders from this Mogul of Moscow
and Sultan of the Steppes. It is almost incomprehensible.
He cannot play a hot cornet and it is rumored that he
cannot mix a good martini, but whether you understand it
or not, he is the Big Boss of the Bolsheviks and Papa to
the Proletariat. It isn’t too difficult to see why Russia
should have taken the first step in following the doctrines
of Marx after they had lined the old form of government
against a wall and banged away. It is natural that they
should follow the teachings of a bearded man. Have you
ever seen a genuine bona fide Russian without a furry
oreign

face ? Stalin also has a bushy countenance. It is true that
he has no beard, but he has a moustache that is a mous¬
tache. There is only one moustache to rival it in all
Europe and so, we come to the rival moustache.
This rival moustache is flourishing on the face of Leon
Blum, the former Premier of France. In fact, put him in
the same swimming pool with Stalin and you want to
throw them a couple of herring and make them flap their
flippers. He is another follower of Marx. It is true that
he is a Pink and Stalin is a Red, but you can easily see
that two men with similar moustaches could get along
well together. Thus Blum and Stalin are the two leaders
or co-captains of the Reds.
As to the Blacks. Benito Mussolini was the first Black
with a capital “B”; Ham was the first so far as complex¬
ion is concerned. He (Benito) organized a group of men
who called themselves the Blackshirts and marched on
Rome, starting a Fascist Government organized to run
the Reds out of Italy. Up to the time Benny came in no¬
body paid much attention to the Reds in Italy or anything
else that was in Italy, but Ben made the world Mussolini
and Red conscious. Has anyone figured out why Ben was
sore at the Reds? I have. Since Bed had been a small boy
in knee pants he had wanted to grow a moustache. But it
just couldn’t be done. There are faces on which mous¬
taches refuse to grow. Then, to add insult to ignominy,
he began to get bald. Can you imagine the feelings of this
man ? The wish of childhood became an obcession. Then, to
make matters worse, along came these Reds and flaunted
the beard of Marx and the moustache of Stalin right in
his naked face. It was too much. Came the Revolution.
Next to team up with the Fascisti and to start a sort
of league was Adolf Hitler. Hitler had the same desire
for hair on the pan as did Mussolini, but he got a little
farther. He finally succeeded in raising what looked like
the working side of a toothbrush on his upper lip, but
that did not squelch the passsionate desire for a full cov¬
ering. He followed in Mussolini’s footsteps. You will
notice, to bear out my point, that Mussolini did not recog¬
nize Hitler at once. Ben was afraid that Hitler was just
teasing him and that, as soon as he joined the German
leader, Hitler would develop a full grown bush. So Ben
waited. He knew that no man would stop with an idiotic
bristle like Hitler’s if he could grow more. After a while
of waiting, Ben saw in Hitler a kindred soul and they
lined up together. The fight was on, a jealous battle.
Everything came to a head in Spain. The two Black
leaders saw their chance to get even with the Reds by
backing Franco, general of the rebel forces. Franco prom¬
ised them that if he wins he will grow a beard that will
make Marx look like a razor blade advertisement. On this
potential beard Fascism pins its hopes. Russia will not
(Continued on page 20)

CANDID CATCHES OF QUAD PEOPLE
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1. Blivens, Fifi, and Brooks
(Harry Hausner, Dolly Pitts, and
Charley Dee). We don't know
what's going on. But then, can
you ever be sure what this trio's
up to?

2. As a rule Director Ramsay
is sure the show is lousy. Here
he's only doubtful. The very best
of omens!
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3. Veterans. Every one of these
girls has spent three or four
years in the line, and no one
has complained of seeing them
too often.
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4. Hortense and Louis, Quad
Show's ultra-smart dance team.
A 1938 discovery.
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dancing chorus, Schmid, and
Mara. Mara takes his funny
business seriously.

6. More of the chorus cuties.
What's the matter, Martha, are
you the only one not too grown¬
up to skip rope? Mustn't watch
feet, Patty.
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Tke C as t

Q uadrangle

Tke Play

Club

ACT I

(In the Order of Their Appearance )
Jim Kennedy..Charles E. Kanter,
Matty Arnold. .Thomas R. Mara,
Joan Clark..Kathryn C. Galle,
Terry Wilson. .Robert W. Reinhardt,
Fifi De Champeaux..Dolores Pitts,
Colonel Jackson... .Richard W. Yore,

Time: The present. A Friday morning.

Presents its Twentieth Production
'41

o

'39
'39

Place: The stage of a theatre.

n e For Tie M oney

'39

A Musical Comedy in Two Acts

'40

M arc k 10, 11, an (3 12

ACT II
Scene 1

Time: Dawn the next morning.

'39

Book by Ralph H.
Music by August E.

'38
'39

Place: The first tee at Lakeside.

'39
Beckemeier, '40
Lyrics by Bradshaw, Beckemeier, and Jean C. Speakes, '40
Directed by Percy Ramsay, '15
Dances Arranged and Directed by Florence Boe, '31
Orchestra Directed by Norman Falkenhainer

Mr. Brooks. .Charles T. Dee, '40
Judy Thrushwacker. .Edith V. Marsalek, '41
Wilberforce Q- Thrushwacker .Kenneth W. Davey, '40
Blivens. .Harry J. Hausner, Jr., '41
Mrs. Thrushwacker..Edwine A. Schmid,
Painters. Louis Hardy, '40; William T. Koken,

Bradshaw,

Scene 2

Time: Saturday night, about nine o'clock.
Place: The living room of the Thrushwacker home.

( Director, W. U. Band )

Orchestrations by Ralph G. Stoffel, '41
Singing Chorus Directed by Kathryn Galle, '39, and Percy
Singing Chorus Arrangements by Clay Ballew

OFFICERS
Ramsay

Specialty Dancers

Louis

'41;

Elberta Herget,

Gottschalk,

'40 and

'38 and

Jacqueline Wood,

Hortense Holtgrewe,

'38;

Set for First Scene, Second Act, Designed by
Costumes Designed by Margaret

'41

DANCING CHORUS — Girls: Patricia Ahern, '41; Ina Mae Aronberg,

'41; Mary Geisler, '38; Adele Helmkampf, '38; Elberta Herget, '38;
Louise Kraus, '38; June Pentland, '38; Sylvia Ratz, '38; Orene Stilley,
'41; Frances Willert, '39; Martha Willert, '38; Jacqueline Wood, '38.
Men: Sigmund Barack, '38; Donald Flint, '39; Bruce Kjar, '40; Frank
Nickerson, '40; William Record, '40; William Witler, '39.

1.

6.

7.
8.
9.

Scene 1

Eskind, '41; Sam Evans, '39; Herbert Freer, '41; Sam Goldberg, '41;
Theodore Mairson, '39; Palla Koenig, '41; George Sherman, '41; Ralph
Stoffel, '41; Robert Sunkel, '41; Sylvester Hotze, '40; Marvin Wallach,
'41; Robert Witthaus, '41.

'40

Bishop Breen

10.
11.

Entre Act .Orchestra
Honor Is the Only Thing.Mr. Yore, Mr. Hausner, Mr. Davey,

12.

Reprise—Honor Is the Only Thing.
Scene 2

13.
14.

Entre Act .Orchestra
Waltz.Boys and Girls of the Dancing Chorus,

15.
16.

When Stars Forget to Shine.Mr. Kanter, the Singing Chorus
I'm A Gal Who Takes Her Time.Miss Marsalek,

17.
18.
19.

Everything Happens to Me. . ..Mr. Reinhardt
Only Dreaming.Miss Galle, the Singing Chorus
I'll Be Your Number Three.Mr. Mara, Miss Schmid
Reprise—Only Dreaming, When
Stars Forget to Shine.Miss Galle, Mr. Kanter
Finale.The Entire Company

(

Louis and Hortense
the Girls of the Dancing Chorus

21.

'40

Kraus,

'38

June Pentland, '38

Production Manager.Ralph Bradshaw,
Business Manager.Alex Grosberg, Jr.
Secretary .Kathryn Galle,
Technical Directors.Kathryn

'39
'38
'39

Hampton, '38

Metcalf Bristow, '39

Faculty Adviser..Dana O.
PRODUCTION

Jensen,

'26

STAFF

Assistant Production Managers.Robert

Diehl, '40;
Cameron Higginbotham, '39; Theodore Beckemeier, '40;

Stage Manager.Jack

Brough, '40

Stage Assistants.Read

Hardy,

Boles,

'40; Louis

'40;

Arthur Howell, '40; William Koken, '39;

Miss Pitts, Mr. Dee

20.

Record,

Dolly Schuyler, '41

Esther Huber, '39; Eleanor Mathes, '41; Marie Matthey, '38; Margaret
Parman, '40; Patricia Peele, '40; Dolly Schuyler, '41; Virginia Stanford,
'40; Mary Ellen Weber, '39.

ORCHESTRA — Howard Beck, '40; Kenneth Browning, '41; Harold

Coopland,

Finale

ACT II

'40; Oliver Hickel, '39; Robert Jordan, '39; Paul Locke, '38; Randolph
Lorch, '40; Irving Mohr, '38; Jack Pearcy, '40; Gene Pennington, '41;
Harold Reichardt, '39; Philip Thompson, '38.

V.

ACT I
Overture .Orchestra
Dance Your Cares Away.Girls of the Dancing Chorus
Just For You.Mr. Kanter, Miss Galle
We're Lunatics.Miss Pitts, Mr. Dee, Mr. Yore
A Chance to Sing.Miss Marsalek, Miss Galle,
the Singing Chorus, Mr. Johns
What I Was Missin'.Mr. Reinhardt, Miss Marsalek
How You Like Fifi?.Miss Pitts, Mr. Yore
Reprise—How You Like Fifi?.Boys and Girls of the
Dancing Chorus, Miss Herget and Miss Wood

SINGING CHORUS — Girls: Betty Budke, '40; Ruth Anne Finke, '40;

Men: George Barnes, Jr., '38; Richard Douglas, '38; Richard Embree,

Mary

MUSICAL 'NUMBERS

2.
3.
4.
5.

President ..William
Vice-Presidents .Louise

( Director, University Choruses )

Miles Johns,
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James Rowan, '40; Richard Schultz, '38

Electricians.Rey

Eilers, '39; William O'Dell, '38

Assistant Business Managers.Frank

Nickerson, '40;
John Stoecker, '40

Publicity.Olive

Depelheuer, '39; Mary Ellen Weber, '39;
Edward Sherwood, '40; Robert Reinhardt, '39

Assistant Costume Managers.i.Mary

Coopland, '40;
Dorothy Krieger, '40

Make-up .Bud

Barbee,

'40

In Charge of Ushering.Bette Middleton, '39
Assistant Property Manager.Laura Louise Stealey, '41
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Copyright, 1938, R. J. Reynolds Tobacco Co.
INDEEP I DO. AND I RECALL '
MOW HAPPV YOU LOOKED
WHEN VOU FIRST SMOKED

ALL MY PIPE TROUBLES ARE
BEHIND ME. EVEN BREAKING IN .
A PIPE IS NO PROBLEM WITH
, MILD-SMOKING, GOOD-TASTING
PRINCE ALBERT

PRINCE ALBERT IN IT
YES/ ROB.AND THAT FIRST
PIPEFUL CERTAINLY
OPENED MY EYES TO THE
REAL PLEASURE IN
PIPE SMOKING

Fringe
P. A.

MONEY-BACK OFFER. Smoke 20 fragrant pipe¬
fuls of Prince Albert. If you don’t find it the mellowest,
tastiest pipe tobacco you ever smoked, return the
pocket tin with the rest of the tobacco in it to us at
any time within a month from this date, and we will
refund full purchase price, plus postage. (Signed)
R. J.ReynoldsTobacco Company,Winston-Salem, N.C.

Albert
THE NATIONAL
JOY SMOKE

MUSSOLINI, I LOVE YOU
Editor’s Note: Poetry with meter and no
rhyme was thought of even before Hom¬
er’s day, but it took Mackler to think of
poetry with rhyme and no meter. Friends
of Italy must not take offense at Mackler’s
reference to Italy as “a lot of Dirt.” This
is done simply in the best spirit of real¬
ism—the spirit that has called woman “a
rag and a bone and a hank of hair.” In
spite of his antipathy for Nazi-ism, note
Mackler’s semi-Germanic use of capitals.

Sticking out into the Mediteranean
Sea is a lot of Dirt
Named Italy, and it is the Home of
the Black Shirt.
Rumor has it that the Name of this
Land is to be changed from Italy
to Mussolini
(Who fed his opponents on Castor
Oil-the Old Meani)
But Benito Mussolini in his modest
way
Disfavors this change and prefers to
be known only as the Savior of
Italy and the Man of the Day.
Of Ben many Slanderous Tales are
told.

SO
MILD!

Everyone knows he really has a Heart
of Gold.
He heard of the Ethiopians’ sad
plight
And immediately went to the Front to
fight,
Sending Haile Selassie, Lion of Ju¬
dah and Greatest of Powers,
To the Showers.
Now again, he feels much Pain
Because of a Revolution in Spain.
He realizes that these People cannot
settle their own Affair
So Italian Aviators take to the Air
To end Spanish Turmoil
With Fascist Soldiers on Spanish Soil.
Ben, if People could see you as you
can,
Then Everyone would think, as you
do, that you are Destiny’s Man.
But as it is, you take much Abuse.
And go on as you Did, so what’s the
use?
—Josef Boris Mackler

pipefuls of fragrant tobacco in
every 2-oz. tin of Prince Albert

U.S.S. R. THE BEAUTIFUL
Hail to the U. S. S. R.,
Land of the Commissar!
Hail to the Working Man !
Hail to the Double Five Year Plan!
Chief Products of the U. S. S. R.
Are Communism, Vodka, and Caviar.
Here a Thinking Man is not allowed
to Deteriorate.
He is sent, in cold storage, to Siberia
to Refrigerate.
Lenin simply gave a Nod
And Millions of Russians Abolished
God.
They don’t spoil the Child by Spar¬
ing the Rod
Which is supplanted by the Firing
Squad.
And yet this Land of the Red
Has a Dread
Of Red Trotsky
Who is much too Hotsky
As an Anarchist
To make a First Class Communist.
Hail to the Land of the “Ski” and
“Vitch”!
You can’t be Understood. That’s the
hellovitch.
—Josef Boris Mackler
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EUROPE ON A PENNY A MILE
by BOB MURCH

PART III - ON THE CONTINENT
seeing London Jim and I decided that we should
cross the Channel and see a bit of Continental life.
We purchased the necessary tickets, packed an extra shirt,
and swung aboard one of the super English trains. In a
remarkably short time we boarded a remarkably small
channel boat at the port of Newhaven.
The crossing was pleasant enough and the tiny vessel
was loaded to the gunwales with a motley assortment of
passengers. There were several Scots in their bright kilts,
a jabbering throng of Frenchmen, a few Chinamen, a
Czechoslavakian, several Hindus, many Englishmen, and
two bewildered Americans. Thrown in for good measure
was an Explorer’s Club expedition from Oxford bound for
Egypt. At first glance 1 thought some pranksters were
pulling a “Rover Boys in Darkest Africa” act, for each
would-be explorer was well armed with a cork helmet,
khaki shorts, a butterfly net, and horn-rimmed glasses.
Landing in France at Dieppe we were met by the
French customs officers who were satisfied that we weren t
smugglers only after they had thrown our dirty laundry
to the four winds. We boarded the train, and several
hours later the conductor shouted “Gare Saint Lazare
and we were in Paris. It must be admitted that here Jim
and I were panicky for the first time on the trip. It was
with quite a shock that we remembered that people don’t
speak English in Paris and that we would have to rely
upon our meagre command of the French language.
Our first step was to exchange our English money for
some “argent.” In exchange for a one-pound note we
were handed a grimy assortment that resembled box tops,
cigar coupons, and metal slugs. This wealth added up to
one hundred thirty-five francs, fifty centimes.
Our next step was to find a hotel. Ever resourceful, I
whipped out my 1918 guidebook (the type distributed to
American soldiers visiting Paris during the World War).
On the back page was a large advertisement of a certain
Hotel St. Anne. To this day I maintain we would have
found the hotel if somebody hadn’t torn the map of Paris
out of my guidebook. After hours of walking we sum¬
moned up enough courage to address a gendarme, “Par¬
don, je veux trouver Rue Saint Anne.” I don’t know
what he said, but he pointed down a side street and once
again we started to walk. Finally we saw a sign, “Hotel
dela Cite Rougemont—English Spoken.” That was enough
for us, so ten minutes later we had established our Paris
headquarters.
The next consideration was food. To make a long story
short we walked another hour looking for a restaurant
with “spaghetti italienne” on the menu—somehow neither
of us could remember how to figure out anything else on
a French bill of fare, so we had to have a Garavellian first
meal in Paris.

A

fter

Paris is the gay Paree you read about—sidewalk cafes,
wide boulevards, beautiful buildings, soldiers, and pretty
girls. Of course, the major attraction was the much pub¬
licized Exposition which reminded me very much of the
Chicago Century of Progress Exposition. There was a lot
of everything, but not much of anything. The Exposition
was centered about the famous Eiffel tower and embraced
both banks of the Seine for a considerable distance. Many
of the buildings were of unique design, and some of the
exhibits were well worth while. The United States build¬
ing resembled a White Castle hamburger stand, and the
whole American exhibit was far outshadowed by the other
displays.
T he Midway had the usual freak shows, midget villages,
lion-tamers and gyp booths. It was interesting to note that,
while Chicago had its naughty “Streets of Paris,” the
spiciest exhibit in the Paris exposition was called “Holly¬
wood.”
After seeing all the routine sights in Paris, (Notre
Dame, Madeline, Arc de Triomphe, Opera, Louvre, etc.)
Jim and I spent the rest of our time browsing about the
city. One evening we went to Montmarte where Parisian
night life is at its best; sounds of dancing and music
filled the July night. The Montmarte section is centered
about the foot of the highest elevation in Paris. On the
top of this hill stands the lovely marble Church of the
Sacre Coeur whose grandeur exceeds that of Notre Dame.
Living is very cheap in Paris, especially for the prole¬
tariat, which included us Missouri school boys. My expenses
amounted to twenty-eight francs a day ($1.10). But they
ran quite a bit below this average on our last day in Paris
when my expenses totaled two francs (8c). One franc
went to a booth in a small street carnival where I had the
good fortune to win an enormous bottle of vin rouge.
The other franc went for several feet of bread. So, lack¬
ing only a book of verses and “thou,” I managed to eke
out an almost-Omar Khayyam existence for the day.
From Paris we went by train to Cologne. We had an
amusing time in Germany because neither Jim nor I
knew a word of German. With pencil and paper and our
hands, however, we devised a simple sign language that
got results.
After viewing the justly famous Cologne cathedral we
made our first acquaintance with the Nazi movement.
About every third person in town was decked out in a
tricky Hitler outfit, well plastered with swastikas, medals,
and swords. Whole families were in uniform, and parades
were the rule rather than the exception.
One fine day I had the bright idea that it would be fun
to rent bicycles and make a trip along the Rhine. Accord¬
ingly we went to a large vacant lot where I had seen
some bicycles. We found rack after rack of bicycles,
(Continued on page 20)
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MODERN SCENE
by SUSAN ROSS
j HERE they were, the four of them, playj ing- bridge, all apparently intent on the
game. If you happened to be watching
them you would know that they were playing with
mechanical precision; that the cards were distributed
in the correct proportion; that they were sorted and
played with a reasonable accuracy; that the con¬
versation was the usual sort of trivial nonsense that
goes around bridge tables. My! you would say to
yourself (unless you had looked very closely), what
a chummy little scene. Mr. Rhodes and his daughter
Donna, entertaining the young Wilsons at an even¬
ing of bridge. Just the setting that such an evening
should have. The table at Mr. Rhodes’ right side
with the ice, the seltzer bottle and the Scotch. The
cigarettes in an ivory inlaid box. The crystal ash
trays. A radio in one corner of the room playing
softly modulated dance music. The women, attrac¬
tive and well-groomed; the men, well-dressed and
charming.
Unless you knew them rather well, you wouldn’t
have noticed anything unusual about them. Enter¬
tainment in the modern manner, you’d say to your¬
self. But if you were a careful observer, you would
sense something, indefinable perhaps, but something
strained and almost frightening underneath the
gaiety and the laughter—as if emotions were being
masked under a mesh of superficiality. For if you
looked deeply into the eyes of these four—of Mr.
Rhodes and Donna; of Chris Wilson and of his
wife, Ruth— you could see that they were watching
each other, trying to judge, as it were, the thoughts
and feelings of the others. All under cover. Out¬
wardly gay and trivial. You, if you did sense this
tension, would probably say it came from the excite¬
ment of the game. You wouldn’t know that it was
something too big for a game of cards. You would
scoff at the idea of animal emotions carefully held
in check. In this sophisticated world, nothing must
be serious, everything must be light and trivial.
Each of the four knew that Chris was in love with
Donna. Not that anything had been said about it.
Mr. Rhodes, sitting opposite Ruth, could see in her
face the information that he did not want to know.
He could watch Chris and Donna, their eyes, when
they thought no one was looking. And he was
afraid. Afraid of what might happen to his daugh¬
ter, his lovely daughter, who, for all her modern
hardness, was as easily hurt now as she had been
when she was a little girl. Donna, his little girl,
who was grown up now. He was afraid and angry
at himself for not being able to talk to her, to warn

her of what she was getting into. And Ruth, cool
and calm as she sorted the cards with her long white
hands. In her heart, behind the mask, was recogni¬
tion and jealousy—not jealousy of her husband’s
love, for that was long gone, but jealousy of her
position, of her name, her future. Her eyes knew
fear as she watched the younger girl’s loveliness
and knew her vulnerable heart. Donna, the young¬
est of the four, consciously tried not to show what
she was feeling, the happiness and the fear; for
she knew that it soon would come to a head, that
the restraint would break. Only her eyes told Chris
this, and a slight trembling of her little brown hands.
Chris, looking at Donna, and at Ruth, his wife, felt
a wave of hatred rise within him. Ruth, who he
had loved, who had never loved him. Now his love
had become indifference, tinged with hate. She was
so cool and cynical and amused. He played the ace
of hearts and took the trick for a small slam. Donna
was young and beautiful—and she loved him. He
winked at her across the table. Well, deal them out.
The game went on and on; now anyone could see
that the four were restless and inattentive. Finally,
Mr. Rhodes left the table. With a sort of anxious
good cheer, he told them all good night, told them
to be sure and come again. Mustn’t admit that any¬
thing is wrong. Mr. Rhodes knew that he was a
coward in leaving the other three, but he couldn’t
face them, couldn’t stay with them and see what
was going to happen. When he had left, only Chris
made a move as if to leave. Ruth leaned back into
an armchair, lighted a cigarette, and watched the
others out of the narrowed slits of her eyes. Chris
fixed drinks for the three of them and passed them
around, first to Donna, then to Ruth. The conver¬
sation was only occasional, as it is among people
who know each other only slightly, or who know
each other very well. The air was heavy with un¬
spoken thoughts.
Out of a silence came Ruth’s low voice—very
casually. “Well, Chris, I suppose you want a di¬
vorce.”
“You know the answer to that.”
(Don’t show her you hate her. Don’t let her laugh
at you.)
“Ruth, please-.” This from Donna.
(Don’t make a scene. Act as though nothing im¬
portant is happening.) “Perhaps you don’t know,
Donna, but Chris and I have had this all out before.
You can have Chris if you want him, but he’ll have
to pay and pay.”
(Continued in April issue)
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fighters are youngsters and comparative newcomers,
but this is a grudge fight. Give 'em a big hand and
we ought to see some action. This will be a three
round bout to a decision. Are you ready?”
The trainers nod in assent and he steps back to a
corner of the pit and rings a cow bell.
“Beak to beak,” he orders. The birds seem anxious
to begin, and peck at each other with a will.
“Ready,” says Jimmy, and the trainers back to
their corners, squatting to the floor. The birds strug¬
gle to free themselves.
“Pit your Cocks!”
The birds are thrust forward and meet in the
center of the pit with a great heating of wings.
They weave and dart in and out, pecking at each
other viciously. The crowd stands up to get a better
view. I climb up and stand on the radiator. The heat
and smoke are almost stifling. Gill McCracken
breaks away and runs to a far corner. Cass Henry
doesn’t seem to see him and struts aimlessly around
the center of the ring. Gill doesn’t seem to see Cass
either, but stands looking blankly into the crowd.
The birds are always absolutely expressionless.
“C’mon fight. Quit stallin’,” calls a man in the
crowd.
“Play a waltz, Mississippi,” shouts another and
the crowd roars with laughter.
Gill McCracken sees Cass Henry suddenly. He
runs across the ring and jumps on his back, pecking
Cass three or four times before Cass can escape.
Cass turns and rushes to do battle, and feathers fly
as Jimmy rings the cow bell. The trainers run for¬
ward and grab their birds. The birds seem glad to
rest and sit quietly. The trainers examine them to
see if they are hurt and pet them till Jimmy again
rings the bell and calls, “Pit your cocks!”
Round two is a repetition of round one. In round
three Cass Henry is much more full of pep than
Gill and carries the fight to him. He knocks Gill
down three times, once for a count of eight. When
the round ends the judges declare Cass the winner.
Jimmy exhibits Gill to the crowd. “See, no blood
or anything.”
The second bout is uneventful. Two seasoned
cocks go through three rounds of chasing each other
around the ring. The crowd yells and boos for ac¬
tion. Jimmy adds a bit of “comedy” in the middle
of the third round.
“Stop the fight! Stop the fight!” he shouts, run¬
ning to the center of the pit. The trainers seize their
birds and wonder. “My garter’s coming down,”
says Jimmy, seriously pulling up his sock and then
waving the birds together again.
The real excitement of the evening comes in the
fourth bout, between 1 ommy Farr, a great white
cock announced as “champion of Belleville at 210

pounds,” and Joe Louis, a tiny black cock announced
as “champion of East St. Louis at 120 pounds.”
Despite the great 'difference in size the two birds
seem more or less evenly matched. Joe Louis, being
faster, dodges Tommy Farr’s pecks and ducks be¬
tween his legs. Naturally sentiment is with little Joe
Louis, and shouts of “Go get ’im, Shorty! Hit ’ini,
Joe!” prevail during the bout. For awhile it seems
that Joe Louis, everywhere at once, will win, but
when Tommy Farr does hit Joe, the advantage of
size is plainly visible. At the end of three rounds
the judges declare the match a draw.
“In that case,” says Jimmy, “we’ll have to have
another round.”
The trainers look at each other, and one of them
calls Jimmy to him and says something in a low
voice. Jimmy goes over and talks to the other train¬
er for a moment. The trainer nods, and Jimmy comes
back to the center of the pit.
“Ladies and gentlemen. Both birds are tired and
hot so we’re going to be nice and give them each a
little drink.”
The crowd laughs, and one of the waitresses
brings Jimmy a bottle of whiskey and a jigger glass
from the bar. He pours half a jigger down the open
throat of each bird. Under the stimulating effects
of the liquor the birds become active and struggle
to get loose. Jimmy steps to a corner and rings his
cow bell.
“Pit your cocks!”
The birds dash out of their corners and meet in
the center of the ring. The impact howls over little
Joe Louis and he rolls, flopping his wings, to the
edge of the ring. Tommy rushes after him, but Joe
is on his feet and leaps over the edge of the ring
onto a table. His trainer starts after him as one of
the men at the table pushes Joe back into the pit.
Tommy Farr has strutted proudly to the other side
of the ring. Joe leaps onto Tommy’s back and
pecks him twice before Tommy shakes him loose.
Tommy raises his wings to jump on Joe and Joe
rushes in under one wing, pecks the tender, un¬
feathered skin, and draws blood. Everyone is yell¬
ing. “Git ’im, Shorty. Hit ’im, you -!” Joe
backs out from under Tommy’s wing and stands up
to him. Both of the cocks peck fast. Feathers fly.
They back off from each other and rush again and
again. Practically all of Joe’s neck feathers are torn
away. He staggers under a blow but reels forward
and strikes Tommy.
“He got his eye! Hit his eye,” shouts Jimmy.
“Put his eye out.”
The crowd roars. Tommy doesn’t seem to notice
the loss of his eye. He pecks at Joe and knocks him
down. Jimmy counts. Joe gets up and Tommy hits
him hard, jumps on him, and stands on him. Joe is
counted out.
“The new champion of the East side—Belleville
(Continued on page 20)
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"HOW WE DONE IT"
(Continued from page 8)

be noted that only two or three liars of Aug'ie’s new
score were changed after he submitted it this year.)
The remaining lyrics were either patched up or
thrown out entirely, usually the latter. We had
trouble with lyrics again and spent most of our time
last summer trying to get them to sound right. They
seemed to divide up into two classes, one group
which came easily and a second which it was like
pulling teeth to get. Jean Speakes did a grand job
of fixing some of the songs in this second group
after One For The Money was selected for produc¬
tion last fall, and we are immensely grateful.
Strangely enough, the two songs we like best were
the easiest ones to do. We did “When Stars Forget
to Shine,” Augie the music and I the lyric, in less
than two hours. The lyric of “Only Dreaming” took
but half an hour to complete; Augie wrote the music
for this one five years ago. These, moreover, are
the two songs that impressed Fred Waring when
he was in St. Louis recently and Augie and Kay
Galle went down and did them for him. Waring
liked Kay’s voice, liked the music, and asked Augie
if he might keep the songs. Of course such success
is fine, but I can't help breaking out in a cold sweat
when I recall that we spent four days on some of
our numbers—and then threw them away!
They’ve been working on the ones we didn’t
throw away, and as I write they’re almost ready
for production. Augie and I are getting a break in
having the best cast and choruses in the memory
of anyone connected with the show. If the show
doesn’t click it won’t be their fault. We “done it”
and we’ll take the rap.

- • • CURTAIN GOING UP!
(Continued from page 1)

the looks of things, I started in the opposite direc¬
tion, and I probably would have avoided the flutter¬
ing Mile Fifi except for the fact that I forgot
Brooks was still holding my foot. I landed flat on
my pan.
“Oh, ees ze man hurt heemself, non?” asked Fifi,
bending over my prostrated form.
“Pshaw, Fifi, little bump like that won’t hurt any¬
one.” And the colonel lifted my head a little way
and let it snap back with a thump. “Nice sound, eh
Brooks?”
Brooks must have thought so for he said to me:
“Stick around, chum, we’ll be back.” With that, the
three of them scampered off to the other side of the
room and began playing patty-cake.
I raised myself on my elbow and twisted my nose
once or twice to make sure it was still in its former
vicinity.
“Aren’t they just the most dahlin’ things yo’all

evah laid yo’ eyes on?” asked a voice in back of me.
“They’re the three lunatics of the show. Dick Yore,
Dolly Pitts, and Charles Dee and they have to meas¬
ure feet in act two.” The voice belonged to Edith
Marsalek who plays the part of Judy Thrushwacker,
a gushing pickle heiress. Edith was already winging
her way across the room to join the lunatics pattycake session in the corner.
I now became conscious of some sort of choral
singing coming from the other side of the room.
Turning my chair right side up, I sat down cau¬
tiously, keeping an eye on the lunatics and an ear
on the singing chorus which was rendering a num¬
ber called, A Chance to Sing. But what goes on in
front of the chorus? I have seen a lot of directors
in my day. . . Stokowsky and the Philadelphia;
Golschmann and the Symphony ; Goodman and the
swing wagon—but Kay Galle looked like a combina¬
tion of all three. She waved her hands like Leopold,
bobbed her head like Vladimir, and stomped her
feet like Benny in the groove. It’s too bad that Percy
didn’t make that one of the numbers of the show.
But what’s this? The chorus was running all over
the improvised stage; everyone was singing, but ap¬
parently looking for something. Must be a part of
the number—Pitts, Yore, and Dee aren’t the onlyloonies.
“Hey, fella, watch this!”
Pete Mara stood poised in front of me, one leg
wrapped around the other.
“Huh?” I came back snappily.
“I finally got it.” And with that he broke into
something that looked like a person walking on hot
coals with a pocket full of fish hooks. He finished
up with a half-baked buck and wing and ankled off
muttering something- about the downfall of Mr.
Astaire.
“Oh, Hotchie, have I the darlingest newsies!”
Now, on top of all this, Auntie would have to
pop up.
“Well, that’s swell, Auntie,” said I with an air of
dismissal, “bring them around the office tomorrow.
Jack will be glad to see them.”
But Auntie is not one to be put off with a mere
wave of the hand, and began to gush in such wise,
“Well, let’s see ... item one: a singing chorus ro¬
mance seems to be budding...”
“Auntie, there goes that fellow Flausner you’ve
been chasing after!” I was getting desperate. Auntie
paused for a second, and away she went. Blond
giants have a terrific attraction for Auntie.
A man with a big black cigar slapped me on the
back. “See that number?” he queried.
“Yes, Miv Ramsay,” I answered, “I see it.”
“What do you think of it?”
I looked. Pitts and Yore were doing a crazy
dance. “Why, it looks pretty good,” I answered.
(Continued on page 24)
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COCKFIGHT
(Continued from page 18)

and East St. Louis,” shouts Jimmy above the roar
of the crowd. “Tommy Farr by a knockout!”
The battle royal which follows, eight cocks in the
pit at once, is an anticlimax. The cocks have already
fought once during the evening and are tired and
not at all interested in fighting.
“When I was a kid,” I hear Jimmy explaining to
a party at a table, “fights weren’t like this. My
father had cocks that were real fighting cocks. 1 hey
wouldn’t stop till they were dead. Course they used
to put razor-sharp steel spurs on ’em, and killing was
lots easier then than it is now. We even pad their
natural spurs now. Look at those birds. They’re
tired, of course, but they don’t really want to fight
anyway. Their great-great-grand-pappys weren’t
like that. They’d stand up and peck each other till
they’d drop, and none of them ever backed off. It
just wasn’t in ’em. All they knew was to fight. A
battle royal in the old days stopped when just one
cock was left alive.”
The people are growing restless and bored, so
Jimmy rings his cow bell. The trainers catch their
birds and take them out. The carpet is rolled up and
the big lights are replaced with the dim ones. Mis¬
sissippi Jackson’s Collegians swing into what is an¬
nounced by Mississippi as “Pandemonium a la Ben¬
ny Goodman.” The lights are turned on at the bar
and the crowd begins to thin out. Someone opens
a window and people gather around for a breath of
fresh air. Couples beg'in to dance and assume extra¬
ordinary positions in the half light. The cock fight
is over.

-- • • -EUROPE ON A PENNY A MILE
(Continued from page 16)

obviously second hand, so we started to pick out two
which suited our requirements. The man in charge
got very excited, ran over to us shaking his fists,
and finally, overwhelmed by our innocent expres¬
sions, pointed to a sign that we couldn t translate.
After much sign language we found that the place
was a bicycle parking lot!
The next try was better. We entered a small cycle
shop and started to talk terms with the five pro¬
prietors. No soap. We didn’t know German and
they didn’t know English. Even our best pictures
failed to convince them. Finally one, brighter than
the rest, motioned for us to follow him and we push¬
ed through the large crowd that had formed outside
of the shop. The man took us to his home where
we met his wife who knew a little English. We talk¬

ed terms with her, the only difficulty being that she
didn’t know what the word “bicycle” meant, but we
finally struck up a bargain and were given two de¬
crepit bicycles.
Early the next morning we pedalled out of Col¬
ogne and took the road along the Rhine to the small
town of Bonne. At Bonne we crossed the Rhine
and proceeded to Ivoenigswinter and to the ruins of
the castle of Drachenfels. The ruins of this old castle
overlook the beautiful Rhine valley. Richard Wag¬
ner used this setting for his famous opera cycle
about the Ring of the Nibelungen, and it inspired
-Byron’s lines in Cliildc Harolde’s Pilgrimage, “the
castled crag of Drachenfels frowns o’er the wide and
winding Rhine ...”
We circled back to Cologne after having covered
forty odd miles and then left for Brussels. Several
hours later we were at the Belgian capital. Brussels
rightly has a reputation for being one of the most
interesting cities in Europe. In the famous Church
of Saints Michael and Gudula we saw some of the
best stained-glass windows in the world. The sun¬
light changed the interior of the church to a rainbow
of colors. Rembrandt used to sit in front of these
windows and mix his colors.
We felt quite fortunate in being admitted to the
Palais de la Nation, the capital building of Belgium.
During the German occupation, 1914 to 1918, the
building was used as military headquarters and suf¬
fered severely at the hands of the invaders. To this
day painting and murals show the marks of bayonet
slashing.
While viewing the Royal Palace Jim whipped out
his camera and prepared to take a picture. Instantly
a soldier appeared from nowhere and waved a bay¬
onet in front of Jim’s face. The next moment we
learned that photographers are not allowed to take
pictures of the Royal Palace.
Several days later we left for Ostend, the Atlantic
City of Belgium, where we embarked on the night
boat for Dover. The following morning the chalk
cliffs of Merrie Englande hove into sight and we
landed on British soil again.

- • • BRISTLE BITTERNESS
(Continued from page 10)

stand for such a beard, so it is backing the Loyalists.
It is easy to see that the whole European situation
is the result of bristles and bushes. Now King
George of England is threatening to grow a beard.
If he does, hell will really pop loose.
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AN AMATEUR CARTOONIST IN EUROPE
by Jim Orwig, Bob March’s good companion in “Seeing Europe on a Penny a Mile.”
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ALMA MATER TAKEN FOR A RIDE
by GEORGE C. SMITH

I

during the prosperity of the summer of nineteen
thirty-nine, just after the epoch-making session of
Congress in which legislation was enacted to make De¬
pression illegal and prohibit the sale of red ink (which
was now bottled in bond and to be sold only upon written
prescription of an artist), that the Brookings, Ridgley,
and Western Trunk Line Railway became a reality rather
than just a dream in the hearts of its public spirited found¬
ers. The railway was wildly acclaimed by the throngs of
students returning to Washington University in Septem¬
ber of that year. They had expected to be faced, as usual,
with the serious problem of transportation from place to
place on the campus; a problem which had caused fresh¬
men to shudder as far back as the oldest law student
could remember. But now, they hoped, it had been solved
forever. To these early admirers, the road was a magnifi¬
cent work, but actually it had attained little of the gran¬
deur that was to surround it in later years.
At the time, the Brookings, Ridgley, and Western was
little more than its name implied. It consisted of a singletrack, narrow gauge line running from Brookings Hall,
with a terminus in the archway, around the south end of
Ridgley Library and thence along the tree-lined walk past
the dormitories, reaching its other terminus at the main
entrance of Francis Gymnasium. Steam engines were used,
which brought about a mild sort of feud between two
campus factions. The inhabitants of the biology building
held that the engines were odoriferous and constituted a
nuisance; but the passengers on the trains said that the
biology building didn’t smell very nice either, and so an
impasse was reached which lasted for many years. In spite
of a few minor details like this, and although the fares
were rather high (five cents), the railway was very popu¬
lar, fulfilling all the aims of its founders and showing un¬
expectedly large profits.
The profits, of course, caused what amounted almost to
consternation among the founders. The more timid wanted
to divvy up while they had something to divide, and call
the whole thing off so as not to risk any possible losses;
but the majority, with the spirit of true capitalists, voted
to let their shares wait and to turn the profits back into
the business. There were several sound bases for this de¬
cision. Most important of all, the students, after several
months of this luxurious transportation, were becoming too
lazy and sluggish to travel even the distances between the
closer buildings afoot. There was, therefore, a demand for
more trains, and for several spur tracks to the more im¬
portant buildings.
In order to protect themselves, and to obtain the cash
necessary for the expansion, the founders decided to in¬
corporate. This they did in January of 1940, receiving a
charter from the state and an official franchise from the
University authorities. The first improvement made with
T was

the money which began to flow into the treasury in stag¬
gering proportions, was the installation of turntables at
both ends of the track. Heretofore the trains had run in a
forward direction from Brookings to the gymnasium and
had then backed all the way down the campus to Brook¬
ings again. Opinion among the most learned observers
was divided as to the merits of this practice: the physics
department said that the trains undeniably made just as
good time in either direction, to which the psychology de¬
partment countered with the statement that riding back¬
ward half the time would be bad for the morale of the
students, who were young Americans in college to be im¬
bued, supposedly, with the Great Traditions of Advance¬
ment in Life. The Board of Trustees met to arbitrate,
and decided that there was a certain indignity about the
squabble which was not worthy of Washington Uni¬
versity; the Board recommended the turntables.
This difficulty settled, the founders (now become the
board of directors) turned to planning a greater track
layout. It was not until the next fall that construction was
begun. A new line was built parallel to the old one, but
on the north side of the campus, to the delight of the
dean of women, who thought that it was about time some¬
thing was done about the parade of males constantly
streaming before the Women’s Building and taking her
proteges’ minds off the higher things in life. This new
line connected with the old one at both ends, so that the
whole system formed a loop.
The new arrangement proved to be much more effi¬
cient, although some of the more conservative stockholders
disliked the thought of scrapping the two new turntables
on which they had just payed the last installment. The
trains now ran around the loop in a clockwise direction
only, so that siding delays and the necessity of turning the
trains around were eliminated. At the same time, the new
track ran directly in front of P'raternity Row and put an
end to the pressure of the powerful fraternity lobby in
the Administration Building, which had threatened to
have its pledges refrain from cheering at the football
games, and otherwise to do mortal hurt to the school, if
the unfair discrimination were continued.
By 1942, spurs had been built to all the parking lots,
offering five minute schedules at rush hours, and the vir¬
tual completion of this stupendous rail system came about
in 1946, when a spur track was built to the Art School.
This was after several years of hot debate in which the
Art School demanded its constitutional rights and claimed
to be part of the University. It finally threatened to carry
on a campaign of nasty pictures against the deans, and the
school was forced to give in. Many historians have dated
from this point the historic uprising of the middle classes
in their demand for consideration equal to that given
(Continued on page 23)
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capital and labor.
The further development of the railroad was
largely financial, and not physical. The faculty first
outlawed the automobile for all students, to the de¬
lectation of the railway and of the Public Service
company. They next employed a larger staff of
ground keepers, who did nothing but water the
lawns in strategic places. Although this was done
ostensibly only in the interests of the lawn itself,
investigation made several years later showed that
from that time on it became virtually impossible for
anyone to walk about the campus without getting
drenched so that it was highly advisable for all those
who went out¬
doors for any
reason to stay on
a train (jellying
and studying in
the spring were
done on the plush
of the car seats
rather than on
the sod of the
Quad).
~ The B. R. &
W. reached its
all-time peak in
1949, just a de¬
cade after its
founding. From
there it started a
slow decline not
noticeable to any¬
one
connected
with it until some years later. Decay had undoubt¬
edly set in, however. The first event was not un¬
expected. 1949, it will be remembered, was the year
in which the federal government took over all the
railways. The government tried to adopt the B. R.
& W. as one of them since it was by then the only
profit-making railway in the country, but the Su¬
preme Court, which had then just finished the first
great unpacking, voted 5-4 to uphold its amateur
standing.
While this in itself left the railroad unharmed, it
put the germ of an idea into the University’s ad¬
ministration. At the time few of the governing body
had been able to buy any of the stock, which had
been gobbled up, before they were aware of the con¬
sequences, by the more reckless students and faculty.
Seeing their opportunity, the administrators re¬
moved the railway’s franchise, charging the railway
board with gross mismanagement. The trains had to
stop running, and the clamor raised by the student
body was quick and terrific, all directed against the
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unfortunate board. The directors, finding themselves
with nothing but useless equipment, were forced to
sell out to the University for an incredibly small
sum. The operations of the railway were quickly re¬
sumed. From the next year on, railway transporta¬
tion became a part of the tuition fee, much like the
tickets to football games.
The revolution of the middle classes was then ris¬
ing to violent heights. As soon as the University
took over the railway, the students realized that they
were no longer riding on a line owned by them¬
selves, but were serving the self-made monarchs of
Capitalism. They authorized the Union of the Stu¬
dents of the Middle Classes to make demand after
demand upon the administration, and they threat¬
ened to strike on every occasion. Accustomed to
having easy trav¬
el out-of-doors,
they became more
and more lazy, so
their first de¬
mand was for
better
interior
transportation.
The University
was forced to in¬
stall
escalators
and elevators in
all the buildings.
The more they
gave in, the more
spoiled the stu¬
dents
became,
and the more de¬
mands they made.
DRAWN BY HIRAM NEUWOEHNER
Soon there were
small electric
railways in all the halls.
In order to pay for the maintenance, tuition costs
increased tremendously. Because of this, and be¬
cause the students and professors had lost all am¬
bition to do anything but sleep, the parents of the
students, who were somewhat old-fashioned, stopped
sending their children to the University altogether,
contending that they could learn to sleep just as well
at home. With that the whole financial structure of
the University broke down. Through the action of
public-spirited citizens the reorganization was quick,
and the school reopened in 1964 with a large en¬
rollment. The new administration, having profited
by the pitfalls into which the last one had fallen,
removed all the elevators and other indoor equip¬
ment, and abandoned the railway.
And that, Freshmen of the class of ’97, is
why the tracks you see all over the campus are
not in use!
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“You’re wrong. It stinks.” And off he went.
My head was spinning like an electric top. Girls
were singing; Kanter was pitching cards into a hat;
Eclwine Schmid, the Martha Raye woman, Jackie
Woods, Pete Mara and Kenny Davey were holding
a loud post-mortem over their bridge hands; Galle
was delivering an oration on the deficiency of the
soprano section; Mr. Jensen was engaged in a
heated discussion with the business staff about a
couple of postponed engagements; on all sides was
bedlam.
“Pahdon, suh, but would yo’all mind if we took
the dimensions of your foot?”
I took one look over my shoulder and made a bee¬
line for the door. I had had all of those lunatics
that I wanted. I bumped into Auntie on the way
out. She was still after her blond giant.
Once outside, I paused in an effort to untangle
my jumbled senses. The night was crisp and the
moon hung upside down. I could still feel the luna¬
tics measuring my foot; the sound of Galle’s stomp¬
ing rang in my ears; Edith Marsalek’s southern
drawl bounced around in the back of my head. I
looked up at the moon. It was a cock-eyed moon
that hung in a crazy way—but it was a beautiful
moon just the same. I couldn’t help feeling that
One for the Money was going to be a helleva swell
show.
THE TOWERS AND THE TOWN
(Continued from page 7)

general. St. Louis papers, for example, are notor¬
ious in athletic circles for being ahead of the parade
and occupy about the same position with certain
teams as the guy who makes a habit of congratu¬
lating a fellow for pinning some dolly just about
the time a fellow is working up enough courage to
kiss said dolly goodnight.
But anyway, to get from the general to the speci¬
fic, can the reader imagine the delight of our swim¬
mers on their latest junket at finding themselves
everywhere referred to as “tankers, fish, mermen?”
It is even expected that in time the poetic cognomen
“natators” will be lifted out of the smart St. Louis
journals and carried to the hinterlands.
Siberian Interlude

Another interesting aspect of the swimming
team’s journey was its “Siberian” nature. Two legs
of the trip were made in blizzards; the boys en¬
countered southern Kansas’ biggest snow in twenty
years; two of the “fish” were lost on the snow-fillecl
highway for twenty-four hours and had the whole
Kansas State Police Force searching for them with
the aid of hourly radio descriptions; and, to top it
off, the team arrived at the University of Kansas
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and found Communist flags displayed on the cars
of the Jayhawkers, a “red hunt” threatened by the
legislature, and three fraternity brothers of one of
the “natators” being held at the police station for
displaying aforementioned red flags.
To elaborate upon these facts a bit:—although
the blizzards caused longer and chillier rides than
had been expected (bad for swimming muscles) the
boys made up for unfavorable weather conditions by
eating the biggest meals Coach Artie Eilers had ever
seen, filling their automobiles with fur robes and
blankets, and making a clean sweep of their four
meets. The “mermen” who appeared lost were really
mislaid, and turned up at a hotel with 271 between
them.
The team-members’ fraternity brothers, as well as
the other Jayhawkers, were merely trying to satirize
the legislature’s threatened red hunt (inspired large¬
ly by the fact that the son of one of the legislators
had been killed while fighting in the Spanish Loyal¬
ist Army). What the amateur satirists didn’t know
was that there is a Kansas statute providing a con¬
siderable jail sentence for displaying a red flag. But
the three boys who were arrested got off with a
lecture by the police chief and lengthy long-distance
telephoned bawlings-out by irate parents.
Whether they deserved bawlings-out we won’t
venture to decide, but it is a fact that their satire
got enormous publicity in the Kansas papers, and
the state senate did later defeat the house’s bill to
appropriate $7,500 for “Communist-baiting.”
Exception

Although it is not Eliot's usual practice to use
exchange material we feel that we are sometimes
justified in doing so. Hence we are running the fol¬
lowing item with a dedication to Lafayette Young.
If any of our readers has a serious objection to our
making this exception, let him bring it to our salon
(see “Better Things” for time and place) :—
People said he’d do anything to get a laugh. Pie
once deliberately slipped on a “planted” banana peel
in true comic fashion. Another time he raised a
Van Dyke beard, bought a big book, shell rimmed
glasses, a high hat, and other disguises which would
make him instantly recognizable as the AbsentMinded Professor, and paraded down the main drag
without his pants. But as the culmination of a long
and successful career as a “wit,” his latest escapade
places him among the immortals.
He entered a hospital with the request that his left
leg be amputated and then buried in a cemetery. Pie
succeeded in convincing them that he was in his right
mind, and the surgeons complied with his wishes.
After the operation all his friends visited him and
asked how he was feeling.
“Pretty bad,” he said, “pretty bad. I think I’m
going to die. Why even now I feel as if I had one
foot in the grave.”
—Ozvl.
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o mi u la For Tke B1 ues
Are you leelmg hlue and dejected too ?
Are you hored with life and its mundane stnle ?
Have you lost all zest lor that gal Atae

est,

The war with Japan, for a new sedan
For “H ow Old is Ann?,” and iSally Rands Fan?
Aren t you lazed at all hy straight alcohol ?
Have you lost your gal or mayhe your pal ?
Do you leel so ill that you get no thrill
From a moon in June, from a Croshy croon,
From a hlue lagoon, or a Petty cartoon?
Then listen to me, tlie old Pk. D.
I 11 give you a tip to restore that zip —
A magical pill to awaken the thrill
In making a

B,

m having a spree,

In guzzling tea (the true eau de vie).
Her e s all that you do (and I really mean you):
WTeel out the TaiSalle, call up your hest gal
And tell her, "Let’ s go to the Quadrangle *Show.
It s swell, it s funny, the music is sunny,
One For The JMoney is sure a honey.
—
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